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dressed hastily, and went round to the auditor, to know what
was the motive of this order, which to me seemed inexpli-
cable. I was not reassured, when I recognised in him the same
man who had banished me from Florence eleven years
previously, on account of the Russian's forged letter of
credit. When I asked him why he had sent word to me to
leave the city, he replied coldly, that it was his royal high-
ness's pleasure.
My departure from Florence cured me of a very un-
fortunate love-affair, which might otherwise have had dis-
astrous results for me. I have spared my readers this story,
because I cannot recall it without sorrow; the widow whom
I loved, and to whom I was weak enough to declare my
passion, only attached me to her chariot the better to humili-
ate me. She disdained me, and convinced me of her disdain
with all the pride of a young and beautiful woman. I had
not yet become accustomed to the fact that I was growing
old, and that old age, especially when it is poor, cannot touch
a young heart. This is a fatal and inevitable experience
which every man must make, unless he is wise in time.
I reached Bologna on the last day of the year 1772, and
on New Year's day I presented myself to Cardinal Branca-
forte, the papal legate, whom I had known in Paris twenty
years before, when he was sent by Benedict III. to take the
blessed swaddling-clothes to the newly-born Duke of Bur-
gundy. We had been together to the Freemason's lodges
(for the members of the Sacred College, though they
fulminate against the masons, know that their anathemas
only frighten the weak members); we had also assisted at
many a supper with pretty sinners, and had been sinners
with them. The cardinal was a bon vivant and a man cf
much wit
cOh, here you are!3 he crieda CI expected you.*
cHow could you expect me, monseigneur! Nothing
obliged me to select Bologna as a place of refuge!'
Tor two reasons. Firstly, Bologna is better than any
other city; and secondly, I flattered myself you would